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Note: It was at my own request that the editor of 
Tue Reaper suppressed most of the matter which fol- 
lows, when publishing my article ‘‘One Day with 
Whistler,”’ in the issue of January, 1904. That arti- 
cle as printed in the magazine concludes as follows : 

<«'Two days after Whistler’s attack on me I got an 
opening to return his undeserved blow; but all that 
followed is of small interest to the public, who care 
very much about everything concerning Whistler, but 
very little about the lesser people who sometimes suc- 
cessfully repelled his unjust attacks,’’ 

For this reason the present pamphlet is printed in a 
very limited edition, and solely for presentation to a 
few of the writer’s friends. All rights of reproduc- 
tion are reserved. 

By the kind permission of the editor of THe Reaper 
I reprint the paragraphs which lead up to the sup- 
pressed portion of the article «*One Day with 
Whistler.” | | 
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THE GENTLE ART 
OF RESENTING INJURIES 
+ 
The last of the friendly epistles which I 


ever received from Whistler was in acknowl- 
edgement of a cutting from the “ New York 
Tribune” which I had sent him and which 
contained the announcement of his own 
marriage. This paragraph being printed at 
the top of one of the pages of the news- 
paper, I utilized the inch of blank margin 
above by writing on it the following verse: 


One Whistler more, one Godwin less, 
Two Artists wed this day ; 

Long may you each the other bless, 
So prays your friend F. K. 


But the inevitable hour was to come when 
Whistler— like some supposedly tamed wild 
animal— must suddenly and unprovokedly 
turn and dite. In my case it happened in 
this wise : Two well-known American libra- 
rians had collaborated in preparing a pamph- 
let which was entitled “‘ Guide to the Study 
of James Abbott McNeill Whistler.” It 
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was published by the University of the State 
of New York at Albany, and bore on its title- 
page the names of the joint authors. The 
sole motive of both the compilers and the 
regents of the University was to do honor 
to Whistler, but it appears that in the little 
book the incense burned was not pungent 
enough to suit the nostrils of the illustrious 
subject. ‘Three copies of the pamphlet were 
sent to me. One of them I kept and the 
remaining two I sent respectively to Mr. 
Joseph Pennell and Mr. Ernest Brown in 
London. If I had had a fourth I would 
have sent it to Whistler himself, in the be- 
lief that it would have given him pleasure. 
Six months afterward I arrived in London, 
and was told by Lady Seymour Haden 
(Whistler’s half-sister) that “her brother 
Jimmie” had buried his wife that same day. 
I had known and esteemed the deceased 
_ lady, and so I at once wrote to Whistler 
telling him that his sister had just told me 
of his bereavement and assuring him of my 
deep sympathy. My letter made mention 
of this and of nothing else. Next day (the 
day after his wife’s funeral) I received from 
him a registered letter, the envelope bor- 
dered in deepest black and sealed in black 
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wax with his mystic emblem or device of a _ 


sort of Whistlerized butterfly. I had not 
expected so early a reply to my letter of 
condolence, but when I came to read what 
he had written I certainly stared at it in 
amazement. Here follows his letter; and I 
do not think that in his published book 
there is a more brilliant specimen of charac- 
teristic abusive Whistlerism : 


St. Jupe’s Cotrace, Heat Ewp, 
HAMPSTEAD. 


Sir: I must not let the occasion of your 
being in town pass without acknowledging 
the gratuitous zeal with which you have 
done your best to further the circulation of 
one of the most curiously malignant innu- 
endos in the way of scurrilous half assertions, 
it has been my fate hitherto to meet. 

Mr. Brown very properly sent on to me 
the pamphlet you had promptly posted to 
him. 

Mr. Pennell also, I find, you had care- 
fully supplied with a copy —and I have no 
doubt that, with the untiring energy of the 
“‘busy”’ one, you have smartly placed the 
pretty work in the hands of many another 


before this. t 
eeu lay. 
a 


oy 


Personally I am grateful to this activity © 
; of yours —for there is no obscurity into 
a which the journalist will not, in time, pry 
~ for his paragraph — and, thanks to your un- 
‘G exampled perseverance, I have, though in a 
circuitous and doubtless unintended way, 
been enabled now to deal with the authori- 
ties of the American College, upon whose 
shelves is allowed to be officially catalogued 


4 this grotesque slander of a distinguished and 
) absent countryman. < 


Had you sent to me direct, and to me 
alone, the libellous little book, it would have 
been my pleasant duty to have thanked you 
for the kind courtesy —and to have recog- 
a in the warning given, the right im- 

AS fp ple of an honorable man. 
= I am, Sir, Your obedient servant, 


J. McNeitt Wuist ier. 


When a man is conscious that he has done 
‘no wrong to another he resents a gratuitous 
and unfair attack, and Whistler had, that 
same week, laid himself open to a counter- 
blow from me: Mr. T. R. Way’s descrip- 
tive catalogue of Whistler’s lithographs had 
just been published, and in a conspicuous 
note, by way of preface, the author says: 


10 


“The title page was designed by Mr. Whist- 
ler. “The frontispiece was drawn from a pho- 
tograph supplied by Mr. Whistler, and has 
been worked on by him.” This frontispiece 
shows us nothing but the master’s dack as he 
standsinagarden, But it was in Whistler’s 
wording of the title page that he left him- 
self vulnerable. Evidently his preoccupa- 
tion was to parade his own name in large type 
at the top of the page, and so as to do this 
he deliberately misnames the catalogue. He 
had just been abusing me about a “ libellous 
little book ” which was highly obnoxious to 
him,— though I had no more to do with 
the making of it than the man in the moon, 
—and now I sent him a letter complaining 
about another book which was equally ob- 
noxious to me. Under these circumstances 
I was enabled to incorporate in the follow- 
ing epistle much of the identical language of 
his own letter written to me two days be- 
fore: 


To James McNeill Whistler Esq.: 
sa ea 

“‘T must not let the occasion of your be- 
ing in town pass without acknowledging the 
gratuitous zeal with which you have done 
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your best to further the circulation of one 
of the most curiously’ misleading announce- 
ments “it has been my fate hitherto to 
meet.” 

I refer to the sitle page of Mr. Way’s 
newly published Catalogue of your litho- 
graphs. | 

I read in this catalogue that “the title 
page was designed by Mr. Whistler.” On 
turning to the title page I read, in big type 
and on the first and main line— 


“ Mr. Whistler's Lithographs 
and lower down, in small type, I read — 


“The Catalogue compiled by T. R. Way.” 


Believing what your title page tells me, I 
say to myself with empressement: “ Mr. 
Whistler’s Lithographs ! Oh, let me see em, 
every one!” I turn to the first page, eager 
to see the first of Mr. Whistler’s lithographs. 
It is not there. There are none of them 
there. The only lithograph I find is one 
representing a gentleman turning his back 
on his admirers —and this is not the work 
of Mr. Whistler. 

_ Now why do you announce that the con- 
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tents of a publication are “ Mr. Whistler’s 
Lithographs ” when in fact they are no such 
thing ? 

“Had you sent to me direct, and to me 
alone, the libellous little book, it would have 
been my pleasant duty to have thanked you 
for the kind courtesy —and to have recog- 
nized, in the warning given, the right im- 
pulse of an honorable man.” 

Moreover, I would have told you that 
your specially designed title page should 
read “4 Catalogue.of Mr. Whistler’s Litho- 
graphs” and that you ought not to announce 
that the “ pretty work ”’ contained the litho- 
graphs themselves — thereby avoiding “this 
grotesque”’ bewildering “ of a distinguished 
and absent fellow-countryman ” (meaning 
myself, this time !). 


< T have no doubt that with the untiring 


energy: of the ‘busy’ one, and thanks to 
your unexampled perseverance, you have 
smartly placed the pretty work in the hands 
of many another before this.” 

“ Personally I am grateful to this activity 
of yours.” 


“Tf am, Sir, Your obedient servant,” 


FrepeRIcK KEPPEL. 
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Post Scriptum : 
Note on the sentences enclosed in quota- 
tion marks: 


All words so marked are Whistler’s, every line ; 
For God’s sake, reader, take them not for mine! 
Lorp Byron (adapted). 


Thus far I had kept my temper. “ Bad 
had begun” but “ worse remained behind.” 
Having sent him, soon afterward, from New 
York, a detailed report of some business 
which I had transacted at his request, 
Whistler—with a refinement of insolence — 
called in the porter who worked in the 
house, and who, at the artist’s dictation, 
wrote me a clumsy and ill-spelled letter com- 
mencing: “Sir: Mr. Whistler, who is pres- 
ent, orders me to write as follows:” Then 
the letter went on to say that nearly every 
statement which I had made in my report 
was a deliberate lie! It was then that I first 
got angry with him; and so would you, 
“gentle reader,’ if he had given you the 
same provocation. Plain prose seemed in- 
adequate to the occasion, so I “told him 
what I thought of him” in the rhymes 
which follow. To this communication he 
sent me a sort of receipt in duplicate, ver- 
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bally, through two of his friends. His mes- 
sage in both cases was that when he could 
see me he would kill me; and through each 
of the friends I sent the return message: 
“ Tell Whistler that I have no notion of 
allowing myself to be ‘killed’ in the simple 
manner which he proposes.” 

It is obvious that at this point all my in- 
tercourse with this extraordinary man came 
to an end. 

Here follows the poem for which Whist- 
ler twice declared that he would “kill” me! 


«. . . Ob that I were 
Upon the hill of Basan, to outroar 
The hornéd herd, for I have savage cause.” 


SHAKESPEARE. 


Oh Jimmie Whistler, ever fighting ; 

In rows and “ ructions” still delighting ; 
Small — as your fellow-man’s despiser ; 
Great artist — as self-advertiser ! 

Like cackling hens or cocks a-crowing 

Your tireless trumpet keeps a-blowing. ‘ 
We can’t forget you! You won’t let us; 3 
With flippant brag you still beset us — 

(I grant these lines are flippant too, 
But then, they are addressed to you !) 

You pounce on all men, rend them, shake them; 


15 


You give hard knocks —.and you musttake them |! 

We know your foolish, glib verbosity, 

But where’s your moral generosity ? 

We know your moral color-blindness, 

But where’s your “ milk of human kindness ”’? 

Your least pronouncement full of venom is — 

“ The Gentle Art of Making Enemies’! 

Great men don’t beat their drum, dear James M.— 

Their work ’s their monument; bragging shames. 
7em; 

“ William the Silent ”— glorious nickname ! 

Jimmie the Noisy! There ’s a “slick” name!’ 

Artists make shows for fame or pelf, 

But your great show-piece is — yourself. 

« Oh, notice me! Oh, talk.of me!” 

That is your cry unceasingly. 

In funny speeches you ’re untiring, - 

Thinking the world — still, admiring ; 

Ne’er dreaming (while y ul pose like statue) 

Men are not laughing with but at you! 


Forget not, Whistler, but remember, 
Your May is past, you ’re near December : 
And when life’s evening shadows close 
One friend is worth a thousand foes. 


FREDERICK KEPPEL... 
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